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The road across the plain wanders with diffidence towards
the Andes, For it would never do to make a frontal charge
at that stupendous obstacle. Even the railway sidles
almost furtively towards it, as though it hoped to escape
observation by the dark forces that defend the lonely
summits. In the plain behind, the afternoon sun looks
down pleasantly on the last level miles of Argentina, as
road and rail together creep round the shoulder of a ridge into
the silence of the Cordillera. There is no sound except the
grating of the wheels; and when it stops, the little voice
of the Mendoza river in its gorge drops to a whisper. On
the sky tall mountains silently change places to watch the
travellers go by. The light is failing; and there is a hint
of menace in the deep shadows at their base, where a pale
strip of road winds through the gloom towards the sum-
mits. The folded hills look down; the little road winds
on; the river whispers in its gorge; a wheeling condor
eyes the gorge; and as the light dies off the peaks that
guard the road to Chile, the dark forces wait.